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THE ALDINE. 



" And now she has been on the sea sailing, 

For seven lang days or more, 
She's landed one night frae her bonny bo;it 

Near to her true-love's door." 

Alas ! for dreaming Gregory and fair Annie, and 
the "mither" §ilse to both — her errand was all in 
vain : 

" Slowly, slowly, gaed she back, 

As the day began to peep ; 
She set her foot intill her boat, 

And sair, sair did she weep." 

Her last words — what a world of pathos in them ! 
— broken heart calling to bewildered Hope to lower 
the gay colors of Life : 

" Tak' down, tak' down the mast o' gold, 

Set up the mast o' tree ; 
It ill becomes a forsaken lady 

To sail sae gallantlie." 

Too late came Lord Gregory to the strand : 

" High blew the blast, the waves ran fast, 
The boat was overthrown, 



"O I hae killed my red-roan steed, 
Mither, mither." 

And when she presses home upon him with — 

•" Some ither dule ye dree, O," 

he confesses, 

" O I hae killed my father dear, 
Mither, mither ; 
. O 1 hae killed my father dear, 

Alas ! and wae is me, O ! " 

" And whatten penance will ye dree for that, 

Edward, Edward ? 
And whatten penance will ye dree for that ? 

My dear son, now tell me, O ? " 

" I'll set my foot in yonder boat, 

Mither, mither ; 
I'll set my feet in yonder boat, 

And I'll fare o'er the sea, O." 

1 Goethe confesses the delight which a dancing boat 
I gives. In a little poem, "Auf dem See," we find this 
| happily expressed. 



And my boat drives gayly onward, 
While the sun-rays round it shine." 

Oh, if he would not see death and night under the 
golden waves ! However charming and cheerful the 
beginning of his songs, a startling note of sadness 
too, often comes as an echo at the end. 

Let the reader seek outside the pages of Heine, and 
find, if he can, a happy song of a dozen lines, which 
one word changes, almost to a lament, as in this : 

" My love, in our light boat riding, 

We sat at the close of day, * 

And still through the night went gliding 

Afar on our watery way. 

" The Spirit-isle soft glowing 

Lay dimmering 'neath moon and star; 
\ Their music was softly flowing, 

And cloud-dances waved afar. 

" And ever more sweetly pealing, 
; And waving more winningly ; 

But past it our boat went stealing 
j All sad on the wide wide sea." 




A SERIOUS CASE. — Ernst Bosch. 



And soon he saw his fair Annie 
Come floating in the foam." 

There is a highly suggestive little poem by an 
American poet, " Out To Sea," beginning 

" The wind is blowing east 

And the waves are running free ; 
Let's hoist the sail at once 

And stand out to sea 
(You and me ! ) " 

Of another tone is Read's " Drifting;" its meaning 
is doubled to-day : 

" 1 heed not if 

My rippling skiff 
Float swift or slow from cliff to cliff"; 

With dreamful eyes, 

My spirit lies 
Under the walls of Paradise." 

In the old ballad, " Edward, Edward," the mother 
questions her son of the blood upon his brand. First, 
'tis the " hawk's blude " — 

" O, I hae killed my hawk sae glide, 
Mither, mither ; " 

and then — 



In Aytoun's alembic, the beginning becomes — 
"Free is my heart from every weight, 
No care now cumbers me ; 

Nature thou art grand and great, 
And beautiful to see ! 

Our boat goes dancing o'er the wave, 

The rudder track behind ; 
And yonder rise the mountains brave ; 

Blow fresh, blow fresh, thou wind ! " 

Jt seems to me this is nearer what Goethe says : 

1 draw fresh nutriment, new blood, 

From out the open air ; 
How lovely Nature is and good, 

Who holds me to her bosom fair ; 
The wave, it rocks our little boat 

To the oar's time along, 
And mountains meet us where we float, 

Their peaks the clouds among. 

Heine, in his exquisite songs, gives us little boat- 
pictures, set in frames of jet and pearl. He stands 
leaning against the mast, saying, "Adieu" to his 
fatherland. " With solemn stroke the boatman rows 
me in my little boat," he says 

" Hills and towers are gazing downward 
In the mirror- gleaming Rhine, 



Again, the evening sunlight sparkles on the moun- 
tain summit. A maiden combs her golden hair with 
a golden comb, singing meanwhile a wonderful song : 

" The boatman, when once she has bound him, 

Is lost in a wild sad love ; 
He sees not the rocks around him, 

He sees but the beauty above. 



" I believe that the billows springing 

The boat and the boatman drown ; 
And all that, with her magical singing, 

The Lore-lay has done." 

The storm whistles and howls. " Hurrah ! " Heine 

sings, " how the little boat springs, the night is 

merry and wild ! " 
! Is it a touch of humor, or the ever-present pathos 

with which he concludes the song? " Fast I hold me 
I to the mast and wish I were at home" It seems this, 

the confession of a sea-sick soul, and the laughable, 

lies upon the border-land of pathos ; only a tear 
j trickling between. 
' If we have stood long upon this shore, let us linger 

a moment longer, and contemplate one more picture, 

not the least perfect of all : 
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" Thou lovely fisher-maiden, 

Come, pull thy boat to land, 
And, sitting down beside me, 

We'll fondle hand in hand. 

" Thy head lay on my bosom, 

And feel no fear of me ; 
Post thou not trust completely, 

And day by clay, the sea? 

" My heart, just like the ocean, 
Hath storm, and ebb, and flow, 

And many a pearl of beauty 
Lies in its deep below." 

And so we are stringing his pearls, while that heart 
hath longer, nor storm, nor ebb, nor flow. 

— Hira /// Rich . 



A SERIOUS CASE. 



I remember being startled by an abrupt question 
from an eccentric friend : " Did you ever notice a 
pig's eye?" No. most certainly, I never had; nor 



Animal characteristics are not often taken note ol 
in common observation*, but dogs, horses, indeed 
almost all domestic animals, possess distinct qualities, 
which are expressed as clearly in the face and figure 
of each creature, as among the highest grade of ani- 
mal — man. 

The paintings of those careful and sympathetic ob- 
servers of animal life, Rosa Bonheur and Landseer, 
have contributed much towards the recognition of 
animals, as possessing a character far beyond that 
recognized by the mere utilitarian. Who can with- 
stand a feeling of tenderness and respect for the huge 
ox over whose neck Rosa so affectionately throws 
her arm ! And one feels irresistibly drawn towards 
those wild inhabitants of the forest, tossing their 
antlers on the brink of a mountain precipice, or snif- 
fing the air on a misty morning ; and the admiration 
for his subject, which must have inspired Landseer, 
when he painted those exquisite glimpses of wild 
mountain life,. has been communicated, through the 
medium of his powerful pencil, to thousands of hearts. 



helpless, and as a general thing so patient, never 
fretting nor refusing to take its medicine, as sick little 
boys and girls often do. One of these interesting 
specimens of sick animalhood is pathetically repre- 
sented in the engraving on page 202, where an old 
woman is concentrating all her powers upon the re- 
cital of the exact symptoms of her poor cow's illness. 
With the German peasant, living in a secluded 
country cottage, the nearest village, perhaps miles 
away, his cattle are his guarded treasures. From 
them comes the principal comforts of his humble 
life, and the sickness of a favorite cow is an event 
almost equaling in importance the sickness of wife 
or child. In this case the doctor has evidently been 
brought from a distance, and having dismounted from 
his horse, has placed his hand upon the sick animal 
and is listening with great attention to a clear de- 
scription of the poor cow's condition. It is appa- 
rently a serious case, if we may judge from the med- 
itative position of the medical man, and the sympa- 
thetic and anxious looks of the boy and dogs, who 




TEMPLE OF CANOVA. 



had I ever considered that animal, except as a most 
fat and filthy grunter. But the next time I passed 
near an abode of his most lazy lordship, I conquered 
my aversion to a pig-sty, so far as to lean on the fence 
and call to its inmate, in such a manner as to cause 
him to raise his head from the mire where he was re- 
posing. I was surprised to see* the eye gleaming out 
from the surrounding fat like a glistening jewel, and 
full of acute and eager feeling. 

Every one knows the old fable of the jewel in the 
toad's head, and many a poor and unoffending toad 
has suffered decapitation and dissection at the hands 
of inquisitive country boys, who sought the jewel 
only in vain, as in the very act of search they had 
dimmed its lustre for ever. The toad's jewel is a 
precious gem which glistens only when embedded in 
the head of its original owner ; but no careful obser- 
ver, who has watched the cunning creature, crouched 
under a shelter of overhanging branches, or nestled 
among the tall grass, and seen the glitter of his bril- 
liant eyes as he laid in wait for some passing fly, can 
doubt that the toad possesses a jewel precious be- 
yond comparison. 



One cannot look upon such portrayals of animal life 
without a feeling of respect and appreciation for the 
subject, far removed from the admiration of the 
sportsman or agriculturist, who regards the power- 
ful ox, or the majestic deer, solely as a co-worker, or a 
shining mark for his deadly rifle-ball. 

How many animals there are which express in their 
countenances the characteristics of mirth, cunning, 
ferocity, and other mental qualities ; for in these days 
of psychological investigation, it is fully conceded that 
animals possess a well-defined mental nature. We 
do not need the charming and powerfully drawn pic- 
tures of Beard to tell us that bears go on a " bender," 
for a glance at a crowd of these clumsy, jolly old fel- 
lows is sufficient, and no one could doubt for an in- 
stant that the " bender " would be held whenever 
there were grapes or melons, or anything to excite it. 

The pathetic element in animal life is one so touch- 
ing, that it must take a heart of stone to turn away 
from a sick or dying animal, without doing all in one's 
power to protect it from the scorching rays of the 
sun, or pour a draught of cool water down the 
parched and fevered throat. A sick animal is so 



are gathered around to listen to the doctor's opinion, 
which, alas ! may declare to them that their cup of 
milk for breakfast is no more. The old cow is cer- 
tainly a great sufferer, as is easily seen by the pensive, 
melancholy drooping of her head ; and the handker- 
chief which her kind mistress has bound around her 
throat, leads us to suspect that the difficulty lies 
there, possibly a case, of cow-quinsy or diphtheria. 

The artist of this truthful portrayal of a phase of 
German peasant life, is Ernst Bosch, of Dusseldorf, a 
pupil of the celebrated painter, Von Schadou, and 
one of the rising painters of Germany, whose present 
gives promise of a brilliant and profitable future. 



THE TEMP RE OF CANOVA. 

The name of Canova is associated with the thought 
of exquisite beauty and grace. One of the most 
prominent among modern Italian sculptors, he has 
left behind him a large number of works, which serve 
as grand illustrations of idealized form and symme- 
try. 

Canova was was born in Passagno, in the Italian 



